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Notes and Queries. 71 

Now a quail, having heard the talk between the fox and the magpie, went 
to her, and told her how silly she was, that a fox could not climb a tree, 
and that she must not be frightened by him. The next morning, when the 
fox came to get his daily dish of magpie, the mother told him what the 
quail had said, and refused to let him have a nestling, so that he had to go 
away hungry. He then went to the quail, and said that it was a sorry 
trick to have played him, for now he had nothing to eat. 

" Do not worry," said the clever little quail (for I must tell you that in 
this country quails are very clever), " I will furnish you with a meal every 
day." 

The next day, the quail saw a woman coming out to the field, with a big 
bowl of rice on her head for the workmen's dinner. The little bird lit 
just in front of her, and the woman tried to catch it ; but just as she thought 
she was about to put her hands on it, the quail flew farther off, and she 
followed it. The woman finally got so excited by the chase, that she put 
down the bowl of food, and ran after the quail, who enticed her a long way 
off. 

Then the quail flew quickly to the fox, and told him where to find the 
rice left by the woman. The fox galloped away, found the bowl, and got a 
good meal. 

The quail repeated this trick several days, but finally got tired of work- 
ing so hard, and went to consult with a stork, a very wise bird, to see if he 
would be justified in trying to kill the fox ; the stork said that he unques- 
tionably had the right to do so, and the quail sought an occasion to get rid 
of its persecutor. 

One day a man from a village near by came out to the fields to trap 
birds. The quail then said to the fox : " My friend, let me cover you up 
with grass, that this hunter may not see you." The fox consented, and 
the quail covered it in such a manner that it could not be distinguished 
from the surrounding grass. Then it flew off, and lit near the trap. It 
was so lame that the man thought he could kill it with a stick that he had 
in his hands, but when he tried he missed his aim, and striking his trap, 
broke it all to pieces. He then got very angry, and pursued the little bird 
with his stick, while it skipped along a little ahead of him. 

Finally it hopped on the little mound of grass under which the fox lay 
concealed, and there awaited the approach of its pursuer. He aimed a 
great blow at the bird, who managed to evade it, so that it came down with 
all the force of the man's arm on the head of the fox, and killed him on 
the spot. 

This tale was collected in Peking, from a Chinaman who speaks Corean. 

Dorothy Rockhill. 

The Song of the Ancient People. — It has been my good fortune 
within the past week to have an opportunity of perusing Miss Edna Dean 
Proctor's charming poem, " The Song of the Ancient People." I do not 
wish to assume the part of a critic beyond calling attention to the remark- 
able fidelity of the descriptive matter, the correct local flavor, so to speak, 
of the whole poem. It could not be more accurate were it written by a 



72 Journal of American Folk-Lore. 

woman of Zuiii, of any one of the seven Moquis, or any other of the Pueblos. 
One great charm of all Miss Proctor's work is thus brought out, — the ab- 
solute conscientiousness with which she seems to study every subject, and 
make it part and parcel of herself, before she attempts to express her ideas 
in verse. It is never necessary for her to crave the indulgence of her 
readers, and ask pardon for this or that petty error or anachronism as a 
matter of poetic license. This excellent characteristic is most strongly 
manifested in her recent poem on the Apaches and in this " Song of the 
Ancient People." 

It was indeed a happy idea to have this poem presented to the American 
public with the annotations of Professor Fiske and Mr. Frank Hamilton 
Cushing, and the excellent art work of Mr. Julian Ralph. Professor Fiske 
I have not the honor to know personally, but I have for many and many a 
day been alongside of Frank Hamilton Cushing during his labors among 
the Zuftis. He is to-day America's foremost ethnologist, and that, too, at a 
period when interest in all investigations into the habits, manners, ideas, 
and inner life of our own aborigines has been heightened by the learned 
researches of Francis Parkman, Professor Putnam, Professor Mason, Wash- 
ington Matthews, Garrick Mallory, Powell, Mooney, Gatschet, Bandelier, 
Fewkes, and many others. 

Mr. Ralph's illustrations are beautiful ; there is not a flaw in them, not a 
detail wanting that I can detect. Of course, I am speaking merely as a 
man acquainted with Zuni and Moqui life, and not in any manner as an art 
critic. This little volume is a compendium of the life of the Sedentary 
Indians of the Southwest, and will be recognized as such by every scholar 
and traveller. 

When I speak of Mr. Cushing and his great work, and when I look at 
this poem by Miss Proctor, I find it impossible to suppress a reference to 
the woman who has done more for the intelligent, comprehensive investiga- 
tion of American antiquities than any ten men. I allude to Mrs. Mary 
Hemenway, who was so long identified with the Archaeological Survey in 
Arizona, which will preserve her name for generations as an honor to her 
sex and country. That survey, while it lasted, turned out nothing but first- 
class work, and some of its results may be traced in the lines written by 
Mr. Cushing. 

John G. Bourke, Captain 3d Cavalry, U. S. Army. 

Fort Ringgold, Texas, January 20, 1893. 



LOCAL MEETINGS AND OTHER NOTICES. 

New York Branch. — In the month of February, the advisability of 
forming a New York Branch was taken under consideration. As it was 
found that many of the members in that city were warmly in favor of such 
local organization, a preliminary meeting was called, at which the outlines 
of a plan were determined. The first meeting of the Branch was held at 
the house of Mrs. Henry Draper, 271 Madison Avenue, at the invitation of 



